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them, as workers under his direction; what had been true
then was doubly true now, for all Caesar's original lieutenants
were in the dissenting body. Let a deputation be sent to
sound Antonius.

The senators were cheered to hear a soldier giving such
eminently peaceful advice.

Cicero saw that any attempt to break their mood was vain.
Instead of arguing he watched the sun, the setting of Caesar's
empire. The sun was nearing the laniculan crests, turning
the hills into blue flatness while picking out a villa-roof here
and there. As the dusk grew, the statues that crowded the
Capitol seemed coming to life. The men of stone swayed
in the wind, growing taller and slightly menacing. All the
past of Rome was historied in those stones, and they stretched
and rustled about the men of the living hour. Stealthily
Rome's tremendous past engulfed the moment of choice;
the heroes and lawgivers came to life under the unchanging
stars and spoke a word greater than all the wandering
speeches of those who debated the present fate. Shiveringly
Cicero remembered that Caesar, the dead man, was standing
among this dynasty of stone. The whispering of the night
was Caesar taking counsel with the spirits of the race.

Below, a few torch-lights were sparkling in the mauve dusk*
A faint life was returning to the expectant city.

SOMEWHERE near a dog with a broken leg was yelping.
Gallus stirred. His face was half lying in a puddle, but not
under the water, or he would have drowned. Struggling
up, he saw the first stars quivering on the pallid dusk.
There was a dull pulse of pain in his head; he was filthy*
and bewildered with shock and the dregs of wine; but out
of the dttsk of his mind there wi&ged a *&0H|$b& JEX^tttfft
find Cytheris. Ddrary he ^ecaHed the march; jfoe hnd- s&e$L
Something was afoot. He didn't know if h$ flaeasat tc^ save
Cytheris or be saved by her, but only k&ew that he must
find her; and in his vague fixation it seemed that she would
be awaiting him. It was to a tryst he was going.

But where did she live? His mind blankly put aside all
consideration of inquiring at Dolabella's house. He refused
to connect her with the place, but the effort of banishing it